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asks me to dance with her* I shake my head and
offer her a drink* This she smilingly refuses* and
departs to find some less engaged guest of the
house*
One of the newcomers* a marine* with a naughty
twinkle in his eye* asks me if I know Hong Kong*
The fact that I do is acclaimed by several others*
and we dive into a telling of our experiences in that
pleasant colony* Many shrewd comments are
passed* and I realize that I am talking to men who
are by no means fools* and who know many sides
of life*
The beer flows* some of the men get up and
dance* and others drift away to other tables* but we
are all jolly good fellows together* and I realize that
I have been in the company of these men for close
upon an hour and a half* and not once have I heard
an unkind remark passed about another person*
It is now time for me to leave, but this is not easy to
do* for my companions are not so ready to let me
go* I am forced to lie* and regretfully depart*
knowing that the next time we meet we cannot know
each other* for I shall probably be in uniform* and
they surprised to see me so clad*
Before leaving this area* let us go* for a few
moments* into one of the select houses of amusement
at the top end of the street* which is frequented by
officers* On a corner we see the words "Red